


^ 0^ ce " A 


THRILLING ADVENTURES IN TIME AND SPACE! 


9th APRIL 1980 EVERY THURSDv 


ST GREAT 
NEW LOOK 
ISSUE! 


WHO 


^EXHIBITION 

SPECIAL! 

WIN A TRIP TO 
BLACKPOOL! 


TO BE WON! 


IOO 

Fantastic Or Who 












Welcome to the first splendid new- 
look issue of my weekly comic 
paper. It seems that the team have 
done us all proud. Why, in this very 
issue there is a special feature on 
the D r Who Exhibitions at Black¬ 
pool and Longleat. And what's 
more the ten lucky winners in our 
super competition will each win 
free tickets to the exhibition. 

And while we're on the subject of 
competitions, why not take a stab 
at our wonderful Dr Who Record 
Competition. One hundred 
"Genesis of the Daleks" LPs to be 

Also this week, we start a new 
column: "Doctor Who's Fantastic 
Facts", which I think you'll all find 


nappy limes anu places. 
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ONE OF THESE DALEKS IS AN 
-IMPOSTER.'- 


Send in your entries,no later 
\ than April 10th, to us at: 

\ RECORD COMPETITION, 
jv Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 

205-211 Kentish Town Road, 
\ London NW5. 

\ Good luck everybody! 


NEXT week: 
VOUR CHANCE 
TO WIN A TRIP 
TO THE DR.WH0 
STUDIOS 


lOO GENESIS OF THE DALEKS 
RECORDS 


... but it's up to you to tell us which one! And 
you could win one of 100 Genesis of the Daleks_ 
records. Hear for yourself the chilling tale of the 
Doctor's most dangerous mission ... to find the 
Daleks and avert their creation forever! It's a 
thrilling, exciting adventure that could be yours! 


Once you've discovered which Dalek is the 
imposter, simply write the answer down on a post¬ 
card with the number of differences you have 
spotted (not forgetting to include your entry 
coupon), and send them to us, with your full 
name, age and address. 
















W ho would suspect the ter¬ 
rors that lay within a very 
ordinary looking Police 
Box, parked innocently enough 
down a busy road in the seaside 
town of Blackpool? Local 
rumour had spread. A box, largef 
on the inside than out? Weird 
noises, monsters and aliens? A 
strange, eccentric man they 
called the Doctof? I decided to 
investigate. Cautiously opening 
the door, I entered, descended 
into the darkness, and lived to 
tell the tale . . . 

Colourful neon lights flashed 
out from the darkness. Strange 
sounds pulsated from all sides 
. . . sounds from distant times 
and distant planets. I had entered 
the amazing world of Dr Who! 

Up ahead lay the beautiful 
spaceship from the "Horns of 
Nimon". Peacefully suspended in 
space, it seemed oblivious to the 
sights and sounds around it. 
Then, suddenly without warning, 
a terrifying voice rang out from 
the darkness. Jts ominous. 


metallic message was clear . . . 

"Stop — do not move . . . The 
Daleks welcome you to this BBC 
Enterprises Exhibition, based 
upon the travels and adventures 
of our greatest enemy, the Time 
Lord known as the Doctor. The 
creatures you see are from the 
furthest reaches of the Universe 
and many are dangerous ... do 
not get too close . . ." 

I swung round to face a grue¬ 
some sight. The Creature from 
the Pit lay a few feet away from 
me. A ghastly green light shone 
from its hideous, pulsating body. 
It lurked in the corner, ready to 
pounce and devour any traveller 
who might venture too close. 
And there, beside it, stood the 


evil calculating Lady Adrasta — 
dark, beautiful and deadly. 

I decided to tread very care¬ 
fully indeed. Danger, it seemed, 
was everywhere! 

Yes, I was right — up ahead, 
waiting within the murky, 
jungle undergrowth of the planet 
Eden lay the Mandrels. Huge 
hairy monsters who watched me 
with large, luminous, orange eyes 
as I quietly crept past. Would the 
Mandrels suddenly roar out their 
outrage and attack? 

All was not lost. From out of 
the leafy foliage of Eden, came a 
friendly voice. It was K-9! 
Suddenly swirling into view, the 
little dog bid me welcome . . . 
and was gone . . . busy fighting a 
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whole host of hostile horrors! 
But the Doctor's robot dog was 
at hand if I should need him, and 
reassured, I continued my 
journey into the world of Dr 
Who. 

The next creature I was 
destined to encounter was that 
master of disguise, Scaroth of 
Jagaroth. He sat waiting within 
his spaceship — his true, ghastly 
features plain for all to see. Not a 
face as we know it, but a 
writhing mas$ of agony! 

I shuddered, and turning, saw 
the end of, my journey. The 
central console of the TARDIS 
itself! 

A Dalek guarded the entrance. 
Was it possible to get past? What 


SPfGUl 


An inside 
report on this 
year's BBC Dr 
Who 
Exhibition. 


would I find on the other side of 
those futuristic metal doors. 
Extermination didn't frighten me 
— well, not much. Undeterred, I 
pushed past the deadly metallic 
mutant. I was there, within the 
Doctor's very own time machine. 
But I was not alone . . . 

From every corner of every 
galaxy, the Doctor's deadliest 
enemies had come to take a close 
look at some of the Time Lord's 
friends. Eyes watched from every 
side. One of the Robots of 
Death; Cybermen; Sea-Devils; 
Silurians; Sorak and Soldeed, 
Movellans and Zygons! 

Trying not to notice them, I 
concentrated on the vast array of 
technical equipment that spread 
out before me. Pretty advanced 
technological gear, but being a 
dab hand at button pushing, I 
thought I'd try my luck at time 

"State who you are?" I swung 
around to find myself face to 
face with yet another Dalek. 

"Identify. IDENTIFY!" it 













screamed out impatiently. Before 
the furious Dalek blew a fuse, 
two more came to its aid — and I 
knew the game was up. Best get 
out. . . quick! 

Oavros, the wizened, mutant 
creator of this power-crazy group 
of aliens, watched as I made a 
quick exit! 

The adventure was not quite 
over. A few items, of particular 
interest to novice Time Lords 
such as myself, were on show. 
The moving transparent brain of 
the Doctor's greatest foe — the 
Daleks! Not to mention a very 
formidable, deadly collection of 
alien weapons. 

And there, at the very end of 
my journey ... the opportunity 
to purchase a souvenir of my 
visit. Pencils; pens; pendants; 
badges; postcards; puzzles; Dr 
Who scarves; records ... a whole 
range of Time Lord goodies! 

Do you dare to journey into 
the fantastic, alien world of Dr 
Who? The Exhibition can be 
experienced at either Blackpool 
or Longleat from Easter until 
October. Good luck! 



TO BE WON 


A galactic explosion has ripped through the universe and jumbled 
up some of the Doctor's most dangerous foes! Can you name 
the four monsters who make up the creature on this page? 
Here's a clue: all four have appeared in Dr Who Weekly - so faithful 
readers should have little trouble. The 20 lucky winners will recieve 
complementary ticket to the Dr Who Exhibition at either Blackpool 
or Longleat! Once you've discovered the identity of our four 
jumbled monsters, write them on a postcard with your choice 
of Exhibition, (not forgetting to include your entry coupon) 
and send them, with your full name, age and address, no 
later than April 10th, to us at: 

MONSTER MIX-UP, 

Marvel Comics, Jadwin Hduse 
205-211 Kentish Town Road 
















:RET....TOP SECRET-TOP SECRET....TOP SECRET....TOP SECRET....T OP SECRET -TO P SECRET 

UNIT CLUB PAGE A 



W e are not alone in the Universe. Earth is under constant threat from alien 
attack! UNIT, the organisation set up to investigate extraterrestial forces, 
desperately needs your help! We must be prepared. UNIT members are 
needed throughout the country to keep a constant watch for anything mysterious, 
so that HQ can be immediately alerted to an attack from the stars. UNIT is a Top 
Secret organisation and membership must be restricted to Dr Who Weekly readers. AH brave volunteers 
will be issued with a UNIT identity card and a code book. 

Members watch this space! Every week the UNIT Club Page will have coded messages, reports of UFO 
sightings and a Top Secret File on all UNIT'S deadliest enemies. Cut the files out and keep them in a safe 
place — they must not fall into the wrong hands . . . 

Unit membership is free — so join immediately. Together with the Brigadier and 
UNIT'S scientific advisor, code name — the Doctor — we shall fight the alien threat! 


SKY-WATCH! 


Dateline: 7th January, 1948. 

Subject: First reliable documentation of 

wftnessf^Capt Thomas Mantell, US Air 




HOWTO JOIN! 

It's simple! Just save two mem¬ 
bership coupons and then send 
them to us, with a stamped, 
addressed envelope to: 

Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish Town Road, 
London NW5. 


MEMBERSHIP 



COUPON NO.1 


KNOW YOUR ENEMY N?1 


SUBJECT: The Daleks 
PLANET OF ORIGIN: Skaro 
WEAPONARY: Ruby Ray Blasters 
attached to the Dalek armoured 
casings 

SOCIAL STRUCTURE: Colour 
denotes responsibility — 

Dalek Warriors . . . silver 
Space Fleet Commander. .. red 
Supreme Councellors . . . gold 
Dalek Supreme . . . black 

HISTORY: Intelligence reports suggest 
that the Daleks, with their dange¬ 
rous weaponry, mechanical arms 
and telescopic eye pieces, are 


simply armoured casings for the 
mutant victims of war. A war which 
laid waste the planet of Skaro and 
destroyed the entire Thai race. 
Along with their evil creator, 
Davros, the Daleks bulldozered 
their way across the universe. 

UNIT fought against the Daleks in 
1972. Attack was successfully 
repelled, but we have no way of 
fortellii.g the next attack. UNIT'S 
scientific advisor - code name - 
the Doctor, urges all UNIT 
members to report any Dalek 
sightings immediately. 


CRET....TOP SECRET-TOP SECRET-TOP SECRET—TOP SECRET—TOP SECRET....TOP SECRET 





































Once more, we have a huge 
batch of your fetters — and 
<s - to print so let's 
get straight into them ... 


Dear Doctor, 

! think your comic is 
gieat! I have never collected 
nic before, but Dr Who 
Weekly is vorbi every 

Pet Why don't you I we a 
feature and a story about 
Autons — they are my 
favourite monsters. 

David iglase, 
Staffordshire. 


lot 

about your enemies and 
companions, but as for your 
parents, brothers, sisters, 
pets, uncles and aunts, we 
have been kept in the dark. 
Who are they? What is your 
full name? What sort of 
music do you like? Do you 
Ifke the Daleks and Cyber- 

Peter Leonard, 
Peterborough. 

My dear Peter! / never 
intended to keep anyone in 
the dark! Why i remember 
back on Alterian V I had a 
little pet, name of Cheib — / 
must tell you about him one 
day. What sort of music do I 
like? Oh, all sorts, i remem¬ 
ber a lovely piece that a 
Ganymedean Slime mold 
played to me once, now he 
was a charming chap ... Do 
/ like Daleks and Cyber¬ 
men? Well they're not as 
bad as people make out, 
although they do have some 
rather nasty habits. Now I 
remember a decent Cyber- 

Kroton.. . 


Dear Doctor, 

I think your magazine is 
just great. How about a 
story of yourself facing the 
Daleks and the deadly 
Cybermen? I would also like 


Dear Dr Who Weekly, 

I have just put down the 
latest issue of Dr Who. What 
can I say? The issue was 
fantastic! I was particularly 
impressed with the Silurians 
strip — I always wondered 
exactly how they came 

The Dr Who strip is as 
good as usual - gosh - I 
really got a shock finding 
out that the Meep is in fact 
a villain! 

Keep up the good work. 

Steven Phillips, 
Oxford. 


Why don't you have your 
own Dr Who Weekly club 
giving news and views on all 
the latest Dr Who info. 

Brendan McHugh, 
Cricklewood. 

Good idea having a dub, 
Brendan. That's why / got 
the chaps at Marvel to 
arrange for you all to be 
able to join U.N.l.T. And 
if it’s news and views you're 
after — look-out for our 
special news page. The 
Gallifreyan Guardian. 


Dear Doctor, 

I have got every Dr Who 
comic since it first came 

I especially liked the 
"Dalek Slayer," "Soul of a 
Cyberman" and "Return of 
the Daleks". 

The drawings are great 
thanks to Dave Gibbons, I 
must congratulate you for 
such a good comic. 

Russell Sharmen, 
Oxfordshire. 




Who Cares! 

Doctor Who Weekly 
Marvel Comics, 
Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish 
Town Road, 

London NW5. 
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TO BE CONTINUE P... 






















































CRAZY CAPTION 26 


Y es we're back with another of those candid shots from the Dr Who tv series that just cries out 
for a crazy caption. Just think of the funniest line you can to go with the empty speech balloon 
(25 words or less), and you could win £5! Ten signed colour photos of Tom Baker as the Doctor 
will go to the runners-up. Send your entries — on postcards only — postmarked no later than April 13th, 




CRAZY CAPTION 26, 
Marvel Comics, Jadwin House, 
205-211 Kentish Town Road, 
London.NW5. 











"This has got to stop!" demanded! 
the Doctor as a seven foot robot 
materialised suddenly before him. | 


B LAAARRRGGGH! The Doctor 
leapt to his feet as an alarm 
klaxon howled through the 
TARDIS control room, pelted towards 
the main console and skidded to a halt 
before a bank of lights which blazed 
like berserk neon. 

K-9 came rattling in, computer- 
voice blaring: "ALARM . . . FULL 
ALERT! ALARM! INVADERS IN 
THE TARDIS! STAND BY TO 
REPEL INVADERS!" 

"Good Heavens, K-9," said the 
Doctor. "A chap can't even take forty 
winks in peace these days." 

He checked the stasis lock. The 


TARDIS was still hovering suspended 
in time. He clicked off the alarm 
systems, flicked on the scanner. The 
planet Koblos was in full view, exactly 
where it had been only fifteen minutes 
before. 

"Report, K-9 . . . what was it this 
time?" 

"Sensors indicate alien presence in 
the TARDIS, Master!" 

"Description." 

"Fleeting, nebulous, insubstantial. 
No actual corporeal existence." 

"Sounds like a ghost, K-9." 

"Affirmative, master." 

"How very odd." The Doctor sat 


down on a couch by the wall. Some¬ 
thing caught his eye across the room. 
He stared disbelievingly — then shot to 
his feet in horror. 

The figure of a man had emerged 
through the solid wall and now flitted 
towards him, Vvearing an equally 
shocked expression! The Doctor threw 
his arms up for protection, the figure 
passed right through him and 
disappeared through the opposite wall. 

Trembling, the Doctor started after 


"D-d-did you see that, K-9?' 
stammered. 

"Affirmative, master. Sensors i 


THE TWO-TIMER 
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cate another presence about to mate- 

This time a young woman came 
flying through the wall - her mouth 
open in a silent scream. She looked 
blurred. Indistinct. She, too, faded like 
a morning mist. 

“Report, K-9 . . . what's happe- 

"Figures inhabit different temporal 
field, master." Stated K-9, and rolled 
backwards to allow a large black shiny 
cube to hurtle past him and vanish 
through the wall. 

In the next three minutes — a huge 
blue pyramid, two red spheres, an 
elderly lady and a gaggle of young girls 
whooshed silently and mysteriously 
through the TARDIS control room. 

"This has got to stop!" demanded 
the Doctor as a seven-foot robot 
materialised suddenly before him. 
Swinging a fist, the Doctor aimed an 
experimental blow at the shimmering 
figure. 

CLAAAAAANG! 

The Doctor clutched his bruised 
knuckles and gasped in agony. 

"Sensors indicate figure has consi¬ 
derable mass and density, master!" 
brayed K-9. 

“Thank you, K-9." Said the Doctor 
through gritted teeth. 

"Resistance is futile," intoned the 
robot. "You are hereby arrested under 
Paragraph 4, Timeway Regulations . . . 
subsection 957(b) PARKING IN AN 
ILLEGAL TIME-ZONE! 


endangering pedestrians and vehicles 
alike. Failing to produce a current 
licence . . . or tax sticker, and opera¬ 
ting an untimeworthy vehicle in the 
main time-stream . . . during rush-hour 
no less!" 

"I'm terribly sorry." Said the 
Doctor. "I can explain everything." 

"Save it for the judge," said the 
man, and picking up his clipboard he 
shuffled from the room. "You coqld 
get 300 years for this." He sneered and 
slammed the door behind him. 

The suns of.Koblos were setting as 
the Doctor found himself in the dock 
of a crowded courtroom. Robots guar¬ 
ded the doors. Glowering across the. 
court at him was the dreaded Judge! 

"Young man," said his Worship. 
"You are charged with violating our 
most serious Time-law, namely: NO 
TWO OBJECTS MAY OCCUPY THE 
SAME SPACE AT THE SAME TIME. 

Had your craft moved but a single 
micro-phase, a disastrous accident 
would have occurred. What have you 

"Your Honour," said the Doctor 
politely, "The TARIDS is equipped 
with various safety devices, collision 
could not have occurred." 

The Judge shuffled some papers 
and nodded at the thin man in the 
large raincoat. "According to Time 
Warden Tompkins' report, your 
TARDlS is untimeworthy," he said. 
"Possessing a faulty temporal selector 
and a worn gyro-thrust. The thing is a 


wreck ... a jalopy!" 

The Doctor was almost speechless. 
"That TARDIS is a vintage model," he 
gasped. "It's unique! Any collector in 
the galaxy would give his right arm for 

He broke off suddenly as he 
noticed a sly grin crawling across the 
thin face of Time Warden Tompkins. 

"The fact remains," said the Judge, 
"That you broke the Law. I hereby 
sentence you to 250 years imprison¬ 
ment and your TARDIS is to be 
scrapped forthwith!" 

"No!" cried the Doctor. "You can't 


THE DOC TOR S ESCAPE! 


But Time Warden Tompkins had 
already summoned two robot guards, 
which moved in quickly, held the 
-Doctor's arms and dragged him away 
to the cells beneath the courtroom. 

Later, in his tiny cell, the Doctor 
contemplated his fate. There was only 
one thing to do. He took a fob-watch 
from his waistcoat pocket and pressed 
the winder. The dial cleared and a 
picture of K-9 appeared. 

"K-9, are you receiving me?" 
whispered the Doctor. 

"Soft, but clear, master." Replied 
K-9. 

The Doctor smiled, glad that the 
novelty communicators he.'d picked up 
at the intergalactic Gift Shoppe on 
Rigel II were finally proving useful. 


250 YEARS IMPRISONMENT! 

"An illegal time-zone?" howled the 
Doctor. "There's no such thing!" 

"Tell it to the judge," said the 
robot flatly. And before K-9 could 
move, both Doctor and robot had 
vanished without trace. 

The Doctor looked around the 
pokey little waiting-room where he'd 
been waiting for two hours. The robot 

apparently reporting to some superior. 

Suddenly the door opened and a 
short man in a long raincoat walked in. 
Beneath his military style peaked hat 
he carried a thin face. Beneath his thin 
nose was a toothbrush moustache. The 
Doctor suppressed a smile. With his 
scrawny neck, the man looked like a 
tortoise in an overgrown shell. 

The man sat down behind a bare 
table, took out a clipboard calculator 
and began punching the keys. 

"So this is Koblos," said the Doctor 
affably. "Do have a jelly-baby. The 
orange ones are rather good." 

The man curled his lip. "Silence.” 
He said. "You're facing serious 
charges, time traveller." 

"Charges?" asked the Doctor. 

"Parking in an illegal time-zone. 
















"K-9, there's something I want you 
to do." He said. 

Alan Scarg watched the TARDIS 
being pranked up from the scrapyard, 
safe in the grip of an anti-grav hoist. 
The hoist swung across the yard and 
dropped the time-machine onto a 

"Careful with that!" Scarg shouted 
to the hoist operator. "That's an 
original TARDIS from Gallifrey ... it 
cost me a fortune!" 

"Money well spent." Said a voice 
behind him. He turned to face the 
sneering features of Time Warden 
Tompkins. 


K-9'S CUNNING MANOEUVRE 


"Another little treasure for your 
collection, Mr Scarg?" 

VRAAAAWP! VRAAAAAAWP! 
They both whipped round in alarm, 
just in time to see the TARDIS fade 
from the back of the loader and vanish 
into thin air. 

The Doctor backed up against his 
cell wall. The TARDIS had materia¬ 
lised exactly on the co-ordinates he'd 
given K-9. 

"Excellent." He proclaimed, even 
though most of his cell was now 
occupied by the looming police box. 
He sidled round to the door and 
squeezed in, there to be greeted enthu¬ 
siastically by K-9. 

"A few minor adjustments, K-9." 
Said the Doctor, striding over to the 
control console. K-9's gyroscopic 
Stabiliser whirred quietly as the 
TARDIS dematerialised . . . 


THE TARDIS LOOPS 
THROUGH TIME! 


In the courtroom, the Judge stared 
dumbfounded as the Doctor stepped 
from the battered police box. 

"B-but — you've only just been 
taken away!" he spluttered. "How did 
you get here?" 

"The TARDIS is a remarkable 
machine," replied the Doctor. "It can 
create a time-loop almost to the point 
of paradox. It can manoeuvre with 
exquisite control. It may be old, but 
it's not ready for the scrap-heap yet. 

Unless, of course, some unscrupu¬ 
lous weasel were to concoct charges 
against me, then sell the TARDIS on 
the Black Market. A weasel such as 
YOU perhaps!" 

The Doctor threw an accusing 
finger at Time Warden Tompkins, who 
had been edging towards the court- 

Tompkins ripped open his raincoat 
and pulled out a heavy polariser ray. 

"Keep back," he snarled as two 


robots moved towards him. He aimed 
the ray and fired. A robot crumpled 
under the blast, circuits fusing in a 
crackling hiss. 

The Doctor glimpsed a gleam of 
metal beneath the raincoat. A Pedes¬ 
trian Pack! Sure enough - Tompkins 
began punching buttons set into the 
pack on his chest. His body began to 
vibrate. Then to fade. A look of terror 
spread across his face. His body 
focussed again — took shape. 

Suddenly the pack on his chest 
exploded — Tompkins fell to the floor 
- the polariser clattered from his 
hand. Police and guards picked him up 
and at the Judge's instructions hauled 
him, stunned, from the room. 

"Well, Doctor,. . . it seems we must 


dismiss the case against you. You have 
proved your point admirably." 

"Thank you. Judge. You see, 
Tompkins was a mere Time Warden, 
whereas I am a Time Lord. He was so 
confused by my appearance just now, 
he couldn't decide whether to escape 
into the past or future. The future 
showed him his own capture. He threw 
the Pedestrian Pack into reverse and it 
blow up in his face." 

"Ingenious," muttered the judge. 
"Absolutely ingenious." 

He looked up to offer his congratu¬ 
lations to the Doctor, but the TARDIS 
was already beginning to fade from 

Inside, the Doctor was already 
anticipating his next adventure. 











Welcome to a brand new page of incredible infor¬ 
mation, amazing anecdotes and terrifying tales. 


Some species of ants raid the nests of other 
ant species and kidnap "slaves". These "Slave 
drivers" have become so specialised by the 
evolution of this behaviour that they have for¬ 
gotten how to feed themselves. If 
they could not find any slaves they 
would starve to death. 




Harry Potter, a keen 
gardener from Northumber¬ 
land was renowned for his 
green fingers. But it all seemed 
a bit incredible when a 
wooden clothes peg he used to 
mark a row of seeds in his 
greenhouse — grew four sturdy 
roots! 

A fluke of nature? A 
million to one chance? Then 
explain the foot long shoots 
which started to grow from 
David Cowan's new kitchen 
door frame in Nottingham¬ 
shire; or the runner-bean poles 
fueled by elephant manure at 
Dudley Zoo, which grew into 
a row of poplars with 40 foot 
trunks! 
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The planet Mars has twc 
tiny moons which orbit ir 
opposite directions. Lone 
before they had ever beer- 
sighted by telescope Jonathar 
Swift mentioned them iri 
"Gulliver's Travels". They arE 
named Phobos and Deimos 
(Greek for "hate and fear") 
after the two chariot-horses ol 
the ancient god or war. 


I |Do you pay any attention to old prophecies? If you do — here's | 

■ quite a chilling thought. Braham Seer, whose prophecies have, si 

■ far, been deadly accurate, wrote this way back in the 17th! 
I century: 

P "... when the Ness River is overbuilt nine times, the river shall I 
be emptied and a powerful sea monster will appear." The ninth! 
^bridge over Loch Ness will be completed by May 1981! Perhaps! 

■ we have just one more year to cheerfully claim our disbelief of the| 
1 Loch Ness Monster . . . 
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I a cutout of the three chlfacfernamesfogtf 
with20pto:. 

Salitoy Consumer Services , Boba Fett.Otter, ; 
||B) Box 9, Baker St!,Coalville, Leics. 


Actual size 3%"Articulated limbs anc@*$3 
rotating head ‘Non-detacbable, non-functioning. 3 
eLUCASFILM, LTajbFl) 1980 Trademarksowned 
h ) I •I'MsIiln: .In (I i -,;-i ov I'.y toy ..ncei 

'authorisation. 


Available to UK and Eire residents only.'! 
Allow 28 days for delivery. 

Offer closes June 30,1980 


Palitoy 


BOBA FETT FIGHTS FOR THE HIGHEST BIDDER. 
BUT HES YOURS FOR FREE. 


Camel view and finder 


—I’m Boba Fett; You’ll be seeing me 
soon in the new Star Wars film The 
Empire Strikes Back.’ But I could be 
.... yours for FREE now. Just buy any 
three of the twenty 

/ p A different Star Wars figures 

I and get the receipt signed 

| ; ?by your retailer. Cut out 
/ *N X the character’s name 
W'f JFm f rom P ac k front, then 
^ * Jfh.- senc * ttiem together with 
your receipt and the 
si \ completed coupon 

| : \?| below plus 20p 
r towards postage 

j and packaging to 
^ ml ^ the address shown. 
k * *■Tw|k| Then I’ll be on my 
K EKh way to you. And may 
^®ihe Force be with you. 


Grappling hook 

(on back) 


Rocket pack 

(on back) 


Rocket pack 






































































































































Now, you can guarantee getting your posters 
by placing an order now !! All posters are in 
full colour and 18" x 24" and sent post free 
and in a sturdy card tube so as to reach you in 
mint condition. The price? Only 95p per 
poster!!!! 

So, eyes right and order your poster now and 
if you order 2 or more posters you obtain a tree 
DR. WHO logo badge. ... 

Coming Soon: Dr. Who Cards, badges, books 
etc. For the latest Mail Order lists on the Dr. 
Who Product send an SAE to us. 

All orders to: 

Denis Alan Print Ltd. 

Upper Floor Offices, 

10 Bucklersbury, 

Hitchin, 

Herts. SG5 IBB. 


To order please tick off the poster number(s) you require. 

I PLEASE SEND ME THE POSTERS I HAVE TICKED: 

I DHP 101 DHP 102 DHP 103 DHP 104 

.... POSTERS @ 95p each = 


,ADDRESS 
I SIGNATURE OF PARENT OR GUARDIAN 


OR MORE POSTERS 









































